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ST. PAUL AT ATHENS. 



In prophet garb, with all a prophet^s fire, 

A heart which memories of grace inspire, 

With trembling lip apart, each mortal sense 

Quickened to witness to Omnipotence, 

With hands imploring raised, as though he shrined 

Undying love to plead with lost mankind. 

With firm-set foot advanced, as though he trod 

Strong in the power of a present God, — 

Say, who that lonely man whose prescient eye 

Weeps o^er yon city of idolatry ? 

Anointed teacher of the Gentile race. 
Vessel elect to bear eternal grace. 
Mortal, borne up above this world of sin 
To walk in Paradise, and hear within 
Words that no tongue can tell, amid its light. 
The glory saw, and died not at the sight ; 
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Paul, sage of Tarsus, zealot, Pharisee, 

Arabians hermit, but Apostle now, — His he ! His he ! 

He stands in Athens, on the hill of Mars, 
Around hiin are the trophies of old wars — 
Preacher of peace ! the Day-god^s burning kiss 
Full on her towers, up-soars th^ Acropolis; 
Proud in the face of heaven, on giant base. 
In all of majesty and stately grace. 
Is reared the mountain of the Holy Maid, 
With gates of bronze and airy colonnade ! 
August and sumptuous pile, the Parthenon 
Sits on its brow like some stupendous crown, — 
One glittering mass, vast temples, and fair dome. 
And gilded roofs, the Goddess -Virgin^s home. 
Nor rock-hewn seemed, but quarried out on high 
In golden glories from a sunset sky. 
With cloudy vapours veiled, the while uprise 
The perfumes of her ceaseless sacrifice. 
Colossal poised, in warrior-garb arrayed. 
The holy Champion casts an awful shade 
Athwart his gaze ; the radiant eye 
Flashing the Immortal's vengeance ; Deity 
Confest in radiant beauty, armed Divine, 
Ready to smite, the guardian of her shrine. 



Lo ! there the Pnyx, and circling Agora 
Low at his feet, the hues embrowned that play 
Upon its stones tell of the elder time 
When men were of a loftier growth sublime ; 
He breathes an air thick with old memories 
Of him who smote great Xerxes, Pericles, 
And him who trod Phalerum^s rocky shore, 
To train his ear familiar to the roar 
Of jarring senates : when they spoke, the sense 
Stood, stricken at their burning eloquence. 
They live in breathing brass and speaking stone. 
And he, the world-wide wanderer, alone. 
Of other God before them durst he tell. 
In presence weak, in speech contemptible ? 
His kinsman Jew hath scorned him, while he strove 
To win his hatred to a law of love. 
His words as tinkling brass ; the proselyte 
Hath mocking smiled his unbelief; despite 
His prayers, his tones of fire, the listless throng 
Deemed his dread theme some dreamer^s new-made song. 
And heard a daily babbler^s lip address 
To philosophic Greek but foolishness. 

As round another Pisgah see expand 
Fields, like a vision of the Better Land, — 
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Most wondrous scene^ too fair for this dull earthy 
With soft, sad traces of her primal birth. 
Speaking of Resurrection, vernal dyes 
Of Nature waking to those cloudless skies ; 
Vines and dark bays, all vocal to the wail. 
Trilled by the sleepless, sweet-voiced nightingale. 
Through which far glimmer, tremulous and gay. 
The memory-peopled waters, each blue bay. 
Their sands with captive spoils erst lavish spread. 
Their vassals' tribute, by the hallowed dead ; 
With thousand dimpling smiles, a waveless deep. 
All lulled yet mighty, like a Titan's sleep. 
Thyme-scented hills, that streams of honey pour ; 
The bees blythe humming o'er their fragrant store ; 
Corn-lands, with tender harvests waving free. 
And pale-leaved olives, like a silvery sea. 
Green spring-tide leas, down sloping to the shore, — 
A young child's lovely dream that wakes no more. 
That sacred soil the hero-kings have trod. 
Buried as men, but worshipped each a god ; 
No spot so desolate, no mead remote. 
But o'er it visitants of glory float ; 
The dew-gemmed flowers are sad Aurora's tears ; 
The nodding grove soft-breathing Zephyr bears ; 



The plaintive Naiad sighs in murmuring streams ; 
Demeter gilds the harvest's wavy gleams ; 
lacchus gives to grapes their purple dye ; 
The olive blooms to greet Athena's eye ; 
Doth hunter wind his horn ? lo, Cynthia's hound ! 
Or shepherd tune his reed 7 Fan sings around ! 
Where shores are bright^ the Nereid loves well 
With twinkling feet to dance to Triton's shell ! 
Poseidon comes^ the billow bows its head^ 
Beneath his steps a crystal pavement spread ^ 
Helius doth ride with steeds and car of fire ; 
'Tis lights Zeus smiles — the thunder is his ire ! 
All land^ all sea^ the spirit of a mind 
Pervades^ majestic^ vast^ and unconfined; 
Such were the gods of ocean^ earth and shrine, 
The heathen's homage : — Christian, what was thine ? 

Jealous for God, his eyes in sorrow scan, 
From yon grand scene withdrawn, the works of man. 
Whose are the locks with crickets wove, his race 
Earth-bom of that bright clime, his dwelling-place, 
That ancient city, whom the wise adore, 
Mother of c6lonies on every shore. 
Mart of the world, where willing exiles dwell. 
Mistress of kings, the nations' oracle : 

a2 
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High places of Philosophy and Art, 
Appealing memories that haunt the heart ; 
Old homes^ that shrine the names that cannot die. 
Deathless in mortal immortality ; 
The pictured halls^ erst trod by duteous feet, 
The blossomed garden. Wisdom's calm retreat. 
The walks, where Science yet in tranquil glade 
Bends down before her Aristotle's shade. 
The plane-tree gloom, the o'er-arching Academe, 
Where rapt Ilissus hushed his lilied stream. 
When round the Martyr-Sage his children clung. 
And god-like words distilled from Plato's tongue. 
There the pale student oft hath lonely stood, 
Musing amid a peopled solitude. 
And when his lips had drained all earthly lore. 
Thirsted for some great End that lay before ; 
Fresh forms of mazy good his fancy drew, — 
He framed his creed, yet scarce believed it true ; 
To Nature all his heart of hearts outpoured. 
And more than Nature dimly seen adored. 
Weary and fainting for some perfect day. 
When all of passion shall be purged away, 
The sullen Stoic, impotently great. 
Heartless ascetic 1 stalks in gloomy state. 
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The child of pleasure^ gleesome and serene^ 
Pictures a world where never woe has been ; 
On earth he fondly dreams celestial joy, 
Mirth without tears, and life without annoy. 

To each fond panting heart all, all was gloom. 
Existence here, and life beyond the tomb. 
The priest uncertain; ignorantly bowed 
Before their ancient shrine a trembling crowd. 
The oracles were dumb, religions seem 
An outworn creed, a visionary dream, 
A sickly phantasm, vague and undefined. 
The statesman's engine to control the mind 
Subject to law ; — abandoned by the sage 
To childhood credulous and doting age. 
No zealot he to spread the truth abroad, 
Or win all people to his faith, his god. 
Patrons of household, nation, place and time, 
Protean shapes that change with age and clime, 
The Greek confest — but ne'er one Sire could see, 
Or God, save deified humanity. 
Pale heathendom beholds with deep amaze 
Her ancient lords, receding from her gaze, 
Forsake their shadowy thrones, and melt away 
Like unsubstantial forms before the day : 
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Lifts up her own exceeding bitter cry, 
And prays, " Come o^er, and help us, or we die," 
By Timers dark waters weeping, till the flood 
Kindle with light, and God pronounce it good. 

Yet for the soaring mind would Hope create 
A world more fair beyond this mortal state ; 
Still, as he gazed on heaven^s high-spangled dome. 
The spirit mused, " Perchance that were his home :'* 
Then, dimly conscious of immortal birth. 
Believed his gods should walk again this earth. 
Bright beings from the glowing skies above. 
Contented stoop to hear a mortals love. 
And, ^mid his hundred altars as he trod, 
Th^ Athenian bowed before " the unknown (Jod ! " 

The judgment-seat is set, mysterious, dread. 
An awful council that might judge the dead. 
Even demi-gods and heroes paled with fear 
From those just lips their righteous doom to hear. 
They jealous watch, if Heaven be purely named. 
He that stands there this day the gods defamed. 
All, all is still ; he waits their stem award. 
Yet must he speak, Paul, prisoner of the Lord : 
In perils oft, by frequent tempests driven. 
To every clime the messenger of Heaven, 
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Day^s burniDg heat and evening's deathy damp^ 

The toilsome journeying, the midnight lamp, 

Stoning and scoarge, sore vigil and long fast, 

Upon his wasted frame their prints have cast — 

The marks of Jesus : how shall man appal ? 

He hears, he hears again the heavenly call. 

Shall he deny his Lord ? Yon glowing sky 

Outskirts of glory seems to shadow nigh. 

The zeal that spurred his foot o*er many a land, 

Yet fires his eye and lifts his feeble hand ; 

Undying charity, as death draws near. 

Breathes tones of keener love upon his ear : 

Oh, may he win that wondrous fair domain. 

Another Eden, to Messiah^s reign ; 

Oh, may he teach those sceptic hearts to store 

The words of saving Truth, a better lore ; 

Oh, may he sow, what though in grief and strife. 

In those dead souls Thy seed, Immortal Life ! 

Then come, tormentors ! come, thou martyr^s death. 

The name of Jesu on his latest breath. 

His altar raised. His cross upreared on high. 

Life in the effort spent, content to die ! 

" Ye men of Athens ! reverential found 
" Such as none other : lo ! each sight, each sound. 
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" All things^ methinks^ that are around me, wear 

" The dreary aspect of a loveless fear. 

" Daily I passed your streets ; mine eyes beheld 

" Relics of ancient days, and shrines of eld, 

" With spirits fancy-peopled, kind to bless 

" Their devotees, in number numberless ; 

" Yet dread hath raised, lest one forgotten be, 

" An altar to the Unknown Deity : 

" That God to whom in ignorance her prayer 

" Dark Superstition proffers, I declare ! 

" The world uprose to light at His command, 
^' All, all depend on His sustaining hand, 
" Creator and Preserver, Lord of might, 
" Great Spirit, Omnipresent, Infinite, 
^^ Boundless; in His praise shrines are weak and naught 
" That mortal art uprears, or marble taught 
" To circumscribe in human form that Dread 
" Unseen : the earth, His unwalled temple, spread 
" Low at His feet ; above the seraph^s gaze 
" He frames His throne in heaven — realms of praise. 
He knows nor need nor lacking : all is rife 
Of His good gifts ; our being, breath, and life, 
A Father^s care unfolding, each a sign 
'^ Of power eternal, and a love divine. 
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" All nations hath He formed of one man's blood — 
One only sire, one mighty brotherhood ; 
Whatever their clime, theirs is one native earth. 
One source of being, and one equal birth. 
" The fruitful seasons, glorious boon of Heaven, 
" All His, all good, to us His children given ; 
" The world divided out — the broad expanse 
" Meted to bound each realm^s inheritance, — 
" These, Nature^s creed, were bidding man obey 
" Instincts and haunting hopes, that stir his clay — 
" Keen yearnings to outleap mortality — 
" To darkly feel for God — to find, to see 
" Nigh all a providential presence, vast, 
" Guiding o^er all, the present, future, past — 
" Life, motion, being, flowing from the springs 
" That move unseen the universe of things. 
*' E^en as of old, upon his upward eye 
" A ray of wisdom lightening from on high, 
" Your poet-seer could sing that Name adored, 
" ' Heaven's oflFspring are we — children of the Lord/ 
" Shall we, then, sons of Godhead — we, arrayed 
" After His image, wonderfully made, 
'^ That formless Spirit — the Unseen, e^er deem 
" Dwells in the fashion of a sculp tor^s dream ? 
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That man^s device to perishable stone 
Can bow the Eternal from His burning throne ? 
To animate frail gold that He will deign^ — 
'^ He, Whom the heaven of heavens cannot contain ? 

^^ Those dark and troublous times, when suppliants prayed 
*^ Before the idol which their hands had made, 
" Their Maker all forgotten, God passed by 
** With sleeping thunders, and averted eye. 
" But now to every language, clime, and land, 
" He utters forth His one world-wide command, — 
" Repentance, wood and stone adored no more, 
" To seek the saving faith they loathed of yore ; 
" The Just, He hath ordained a judgment-day, 
^* When heaven and earth in flame shall pass away ; 
^^ A Judge each thought, each word and deed to scan 
" Impartial — God Incarnate, Son of man ; 
" And of that day He is the witness dread, 
^' HimseK the assurance sealed, uprising from the dead/^ 

That warning voice has ceased ; he takes his way 
Through streets of palaces, the long array 
Of columned temples — by the trophied arch. 
The rich man's litter, and the pompous march 
Of priests toward the shrine— the admiring crowd 
That throngs the orator ; the statesman proud 
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Plotting fresh schemes of power : each passer-by 
Looks on the stranger with a careless eye. 
Were there no hearts at those high words to burn ? 
Of heaven they were, nor empty they return. 
Yea, still in those same tones, O earth and sea, 
The dead, yet living, speaketh unto ye ! 
And death to him was life, to saints in rest. 
By angels borne to sleep on Jesu^s breast, — 
Borne from decay, like him in quiet laid. 
Whose grave on Nebo the Eternal made. 

And thou, my country, was no Denys thine ? 
No faithful found to hail the voice divine 
Which spake in him ? Then why the swelling dome 
That marks the city of thy sovereign's home ? 
Then why the cross that crowns with golden flame 
The aisles ennobled by his hallowed name ? 
Why, but that he, on Ares' hill who taught. 
To Britain's shores the Word of Jesu brought. 
And bade thine, eyes, with tears of gladness dim, 
The God of mercy glorify in him ? 

Jehovah, First and Last ! Thou All in all ! 
The God of Adam, and the God of Paul ! 
And his, survivor of his race, whose eye 
Shall see Thee coming in Thy majesty, 
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Hath Satan now for man no idol-train ? 
Arise — Thy kingdom take, O Lord, and reign ! 

Behold the Babel-pride of mind upraise 
To question things divine — its scornful gaze. 
Its haughty reason by no dread deterred, 
To weigh in philosophic scale Thy Word ! 
Here Vice allures to bowers of soft desire ; 
Voluptuous altars lit with guilty fire. 
Till sated Passion maddening seeks her doom. 
And, life abhorring, digs her early tomb ! 
Red Moloch calls the nations to his feet, 
To shed the blood of man, to him most sweet — 
Casting the sword on earth, his gory way 
With corses paved, to glut the grave with prey. 
There Mammon builds his house, and weaves his spell 
Around the heart with magic craft of hell ; 
For gold accursed demands the soul that dies. 
And stern accepts no lesser sacrifice. 

When in Thy name the preacher takes his stand. 
Faith on his lip. Thy Bible in his hand, 
Though many doubt, or mock, or hear in vain. 
Or bid at fitting season speak again^ 
Yet grant that some may choose the better part, 
And cast away the idols of their heart : 
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Touch Thou some souls responsive to his call, 
Against hope hoping, emulous of Paul. 

But if to stranger shores his feet be bent, 
Isles of the Gentiles, or broad continent — 
If he hath yielded all of lovely ties 
For thee his good, lifers costly sacrifice — 
Touch Thou his faltering lips with Esay's fire. 
His weakness strengthen, words of might inspire ; 
If perils daunt, if loss and sorrow come, 
Lighten his eyes to see his Father^s home. 

Thy kingdom hasten, till its glories steep 
Earth in their blaze, as waters fill the deep. 
Ere time shall vanish, swallowed in the sea 
That girds Thy throne for all eternity. 
Where eye shall never sleep, nor lip be mute. 
The temple Thou ; each blessed attribute 
Revealed in light for saints to contemplate ; 
Where faith is vision, hope is consummate ; 
Let man then hymn the triumphs of Thy grace, 
And love no '^ God Unknown,^^ but face to face. 
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